
How the
BY CAROL BIRD. «

' w NTO one of the gray cafes of Mexico
I City there comes a swaggering naItive Don Juan. His friends hasten
* to explain, aside, that he Is enamoredof a charming little scnorlfa
who is called Trinidad. After this

hasty confidence Don Juan is presentedto the visitor from the states.
"And where is the beautiful Trinidad?"the visitor asks, joining in the

banter directed at Don Juan.
He stares blankly at his ques-

tloner. j
"Trinidad? At home, of course!"
That is the memory of the Mexico

Gr today that comes oftenest to the
traveler who has just returned.at J
least, when the traveler is a woman, j
"At home, of course'" I had won- j

riered where the women.youns: o'd.
middle and upper class.of Mexico ,

could be. T saw so few of them.
Don Juan explained. That Is where j
they all are.the pretty Concepcfons.
the dark-eyed Mercedes, the olivetintedConsuellos. At homo, where
the senors el esposo. el padre, el her-
Tna.no.nusoann, lamer or urumci.j
choose to keep them. i

Some philosopher has said that
"whatever the condition of a nation,
Its women are the reason." There is
ample opportunity for both the cynic
and the optimist to agree with this ,

sage. but. whichever way the epigram
is interpreted, it remains* that a ria-

tion's women are among its m«»st
interesting possessions. \nd perhapsthe Mexican woman.her "atmosphere"and her "condition".is an

index to both sides of any argument
about the republic of President Obregon.

Bright Tights, gay amusements, the

play places are not for Mexico's femininity.The women are secluded in
a manner almost Moorish. Nor
Tnerelj' in the name of romance do
the writers of Action tell of the latticedbalcony, the prison-like setting
of a lustrous-eyed Dolores, who co-

quettishly tosses a rose to her for-
lorn suitor on the ground below.
Sharp-eyed duennas are not paraded
info the novelists' chapters merely for
effect. It is all true in Mexico.
Mexican women of all classes, ex

cept the Indians, are hedged in more

closely than in .Spain or any other
European country. Almost the harem
system prevails. I had heard before
1 traveled In the southern republic"!
that the better class women were

compelled to observe all of the traditionsof Spain. The customs were the
same, and Mexican women had no

"rights." few privileges and were

subject to the whims of their men-
folk. I thought, however, a,II this
had passed; that with new regimes
and natural progression changes had
come. But 1 discovered the old cus-

toms still obtain, almost universally,
There is a new "legal" or hypotheticalfreedom. The women have the
right to vote, though few exercise it.
Those are the only changes.the only
steps toward woman's newer freedom.
The political status of women in Mexicodid not particularly interest me.

It was their social condition which
caught my attention.

V ^ *

1 HAD been in Mexico Cily several

day# when suddenly I realized I
had not seen any Mexican women.
Indian women, yes; in their "rebosos."
hair in braids, pattering along with
bare feet. But women of the middle and
upper classes, no. Along the splendid
broad avenues of Mexico's beautiful
capita! city I had seen plenty of
Mexican men. business men and also
peons, in brilliant-hued aerapes and
wide sombreros. But no women. In
the alamedas (street partes) crowds
of little nines, with here and there a

nana (nurse) guarding them, but no

others of my sex.
Even in the department stores,

places where one would think the
women of any country would congregate.there were few of them. Women
of the lower classes, in black shawls
and long trailing black skirts, were
there, but their higher caste sisters
were absent, ^t first I thought these
Indian women, wives of the peons,
were the only types of which Mexico
could boast.. Later I learned that
when nh<; better class women shop
they drive to the stores in closed carriagesor automobiles and remain at
the curb. The shopkeepers carry
merchandise out to them. Sometimes
they have things in which they are
interested delivered to their homes
for inspection.
While 'speaking to an intelligent

Mexican from Sonora, the state from
which comes L>e la Huerta. secretary
of the treasury. 1 said:

"I haven't spoken to a woman since
I arrived in the capital. I haven't met
any. Where are they? Have they
been banished? Or do you keep them
in hiding?"
"They are at home, of course!" came

the inevitable response. "It is not
me custom tor uui wumeii to go ituuui

alone. My wife, for example. Is at
home with our four nlnos. She has
plenty to do."
"But the young girls.where are

they? They haven't any ninos to care
for. Why haven't I seen them about
the streeis and parks, stores and restaurants?"
My friend repeated, mechanically:
"It is not the custom. Our senorltasnever go out unless chaperoned.

If the chaperon"- are busy.well.the
girls amuse themselves at home."
Eventually I was to discover this

home amusement consisted of having
thoughts, praying.Mexican women
are exceedingly religious.sewing a

bit, painting occasionally, playing the
piano a little and giving much time
to sentimental dreams.

* * * »

eysHE day following my conversationthis same man brought his
wife to call upon me at my hotel.
3ha had her four little sons with her.
She was timid, and glanced about her.
interested, curious, slightly nervous.
As she sat on a spacious couch In the
hotel reception room it was apparent
the experience was a novel one to
her.
"Do you like the Hotel Regis?" I

asked rather feebly, because I did not
know what to talk about with this
woman whose viewpoint was so differentfrom mine. She answered demurely,in her broken English:

"It Is ver* nice.yes. I like. No
visit American-kind hotel before." j

T "You never have been here before?"
"Oh, no no! I.we.wo women do

not go out very much."
As for her husband, his manner was

magnanimous, as though he would
aay:
"Am I not tha kind and indulgent

husband to let you take the air in
publto? If you are very good, perhapsyou shall be taken out again
soma time."
Tha next day thara was an incident

which gave me a real glimpse of the
status ef women In Mexico. It re,vested to ma mora than I could have
SiaooTared la weeks of reaearoh.
Am I found the woman of Mexico so
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closely sheltered It was impossible to
study them at close ran are. I had decidedto become acquainted with their
men. This seems a bit unconven-
tional. but 1 did not mean it t«> be so.

That I succeeded with very small
effort causes me to reflect that if the
women of Mexico remain placid captives."imprisoned," knowing so llttlo
social freedom, the vivacious Amer*
ICctll gil'iH" WIIU ill C 1IIVUU1IIK iiirn

country In larger numbers each year
will steal marches on them. They
must come out of their seclusion and
keep an eye on their men. Their rovingcaptors seem strongly attracted
by the fair-haired, fair-skinned foreignerswho arc taking jobs in Mexicanstores, t anks and other business
Institutions. %

To return to my reminiscence. T
call this incident the "episode of the!
rickety barouche." I was riding in;
one of these quaint vehicles, which
arc popular in Mexico, with a port
Inspector. \\ hen, after I was seated,
he politely asked tne to change seats
with him mj curiosity was piqued.
The same thing had happened to me

on several occasions when riding with
native men.
"Do you mind telling me why you

ask me to change my seat?" I asked.
He explained:

"I wish to seat you at my right In j
compliment to you and to show the
public that 1 hold you in high esteem, j
After I marry, you I seat you at my j
left. That is all." \
That was all! ;
.lust an hour before the same man

had shown me a photograph of a Ma- j
donna-like little Mexican girl from !
the City of Huanajuato.his Ciena.
his betrothed. Why In the world. I

pondered, should a little Jewel like
Elena consent to sit for the rest of
her days at hi* left side? Why do all

the Elenas of Mexico consent to be
"put In their places"?

* * * #

\ MOTHER reminiscence. 1 call this j
the "cognac and tea affair." A |
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A MEXICAN YOtTH IS SATISFIED
TO COURT AT LO\G DISTANCE.
SERENADING HIS (BELOVED NIGHT
AFTER NIGHT. THRILI.HD WHEN
SHE TOSSES A FLOWER.

diplomat is the hero. I was dining
with him at Bach's, a popular Spanish
restaurant in the capital. I had a

severe cold. I wasn't a particularly
brilliant conversationalist that night.
I coughed a great deal. 1 was not as

keenly appreciative of his epigrammaticremarks as ordinarily I would
have been. Perhaps, after all, he was

justified in his arbitrariness.
Suddenly he said.announced:
"You shall have hot tea and cognac

for that cold." Then he motioned for
the waiter.

"I do not like hot tea and cognac,"
said I.
"Nevertheless, you shall have it," he

said, and gave the order. When the
hot tea and cognac arrived he poured
the last into the first and handed me
the cup. I demurred, 3omewhat Indignantly.
"I do not like "

"Drink," h© ordered, his piercing
black eyes fixed sternly upon me. I
drank.
Who would care to make a scene,

anyway, in a crowded restaurant?
But if this Is the course pursued by
a diplomat one may imagine how just
an ordinary Mexican husband would
bend his wife's will to his.

I had occasion to get back at the
diplomat a few days later. He invitedme to dine with him at the cafe
in the lovely Chapultepec Park, in
which is the castle of the president.
Mexican men have a startling and
naive way of asking a new feminine
acquaintance to ten inem wh&i sue

thinks of them. The diplomat was
no exception to the rule. In the midst
of the luncheon he asked abruptly:

"Well, what do you think of me?
Do you like me? Do I bore you? Are
you pleased with my conversation?
Tell me exactly the opinion you have
formed of me."

I was taken unawares. But his ingenuousnessdemanded he be answeredfrankly, so I spoke my thoughts.
"Your naivete enchants me! I should

like to take you home with me and
have my friends meet you."
Then double-barreled frankness from

him.
"I do not like your manner. You

speak to me as though I were a bibeloton your dressing.table. You would
point me out to your American amigos
and say: 'There! Gaze! It is a curio
I brought back with me from Mexico.
Interesante, es ne verdadT"

"Bibelot" I exclaimed- "There, that
is a good word. Not for you, but for
a Mexican woma^i. Bibelots! That is
what they are, the women of your
country. Ornaments! Decorative!
You men make them that.with your
tyranny." f
The diplomat did not reply. But he

smiled. It was the same smile I had j'
seen on the faces of other Mexican | J
men when their women were discuss- l
sd. It was a smug little smile, a sly I
one and a satisfied one, and an arim- I

gantone. It said; "Hands off!We'v-
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Bride an Open Sesame to

know how to handle our women. We
know how to keep thein under control.They are contented. So are we.
Let um and them alone."

* * * *

r HAVE still another reminiscence,
which I call "the evening: cloak

affair.** I needed a cloak to wear at
a reception at the national palace. I
had been invited by President and
Mrs. 'Obre&on. A Mexican friend volunteeredto be interpreter at the
stores. At the first shop I was
chritvn ol.i'i L'o »»»«i n^nlnpc twnl.

eally Spanish creations, of stiff, unyieldingtaffetas, somber black velvetsand satins. The clerk asked me

to try one on. I shook my head.
"Try it on." ordered my companion.

"IIow can you say whether or not you
like it when you have merely looked*
at it?"

"It isn't n«'cessar> to put it on. 1
know without trying it on it would
not bo broom inn." We went through
the Same proceeding at other shops.
The tumor scowled and voiced his disapprovalseveral times. Ulrl clerks
were a bit frightened at the stand I
took. They guzed at me in commiseration.as though to say: "Just wait
until you get home!" They did not

know I still was "seated at his right."
Finally, at a little shop In the AvenidaSan Francisco, where only French

ami American cloaks and gowns were
sold. 1 found a suitable wrap. During
the ride home the senor said:

"If you had been my wife you would
have purchased one of the first cloaks
shown you."
"Uut why?" I exclaimed. "They

were not suited to pie. Had I bought j
one of them it would have been unbecomingand I would not have been
pleased or happy."
He was obdurate.
"Nevertheless, had you been my

wife you would have bought the cloak
I wished you to buy and your own

feelings would not have mattered."
He objected, it was plain, not to

my choice, but to my refusal to take

I

J
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lils« orders, oven though I was but a

new acquaintance. He did not like
to have the girl clerks in the stores
think he could be thwarted by a mere

woman.
A few nights later I had an opportunityto observe men and women of ,

the "upper class" together at a social
function. It was at the president's reception.The women were beautifully
rowned and coiffed. All were dark,
f enjoyed the distinction of being the
:>nly blonde In the palace. There are

Sue two types of Mexican women,

neither of them strikingly beautiful
in the eyes of the average foreigner,
Jne is slender, of the Madonna type,
with well balanced features and a

manner that is gentle and dove-like,
rhe other is of the warm, Spanishlancertype, bold of glance, with
flashing black eyes and with a flair
for fan flirtations. Both become
Heavy just at the time- in their llvbs
when American women are most attractive.
After paying their respects to the

president and the members of his
:abinet wbo surrounded him in the
magnificent hall of the ambassadors,
the guests passed down the receiving
ine and were ushered into the Otto-
man room. There were no women
n the receiving group. Several hours
ater I learned that the little darkiycdwomen seated, with several other
women, in an inconspicuous corner of
the long room was the president's
wife, with her ladies-in-waiting about
Her.

* *
rN the Ottoman lounge room, dimly
light# and fitted la oriental fash-

enoritas.
Ion with low-pillowed lounges and
carved stools, every one sat around
sipping liquors. Again the segrega- »

tlon. Women chatted In groups and
the men stood In prominent places
about the room talking. When the
doors of the brilliantly lighted banquetroom were thrown open I learnedthat a man who escorted a woman
to the reception did not necessarily
take her in to supper. I was whisked
away from my escort by Gen. PlUtarcoEllas Cailes, head of the Obregoncabinet, and taken to my place
at table, 'i'o my surprise, only women
were seated at the long table.
Oen. t.'alles paused a moment at the

back of my chair to talk to me after
I was seated and then departed, as
did the other men. I-ater, when the
supper was nearly finished, the men

returned one by one and stood in cornersof -the room sipping champagne
or leaning over the backs of the
chairs of their women. Even the
president stood.
* Five glasses of wine were served to
each woman, and apparently It wm
not good form to do anything but
turn down an empty glass each time.
After supper the women again gatheredin groups and the men became
equally clannish.
Sunday afternoons and holidays I

caught a glimpse of women riding in
carriages or automobiles through
Chapultepec Park. On a bull-fight
day Mexican women are "in their
glory" and have more freedom than
at any other time during the year.
They turn out in splendid gowns in
open carriages, ^rilliant hued mantillasaround their shoulders, silk
serapes draped over their barouches,
black ftiee about their heads, red
roses in their black hair, fans waving
in tantalizing manner. It is their
day of days.
As for the girls, the flappers of

Mexico.for them there were yet no

high lights, no red-letter days. Presidentialbanquets, bull fights and
other festivities mean nothing to
them. They are guarded more closely
than their older sisters. They enjoy
few liberties. Evsn the girl with an

admirer with serious intentions is
under much restraint. She is guarded
more closely than the girl less fortunate.Mexican mothers do not trust
young bachelors. Strange contrast.
American women have less confidence
in the married ones!

* # c *

i itHEN the Mexican youth woea a

girl he engages In a puerile
sort of pastime called "Hacef el
Oso".playing the bear. He is satisfledto court at long distance.stand-
ing outside the window of his loved
one. serenading her night after
night, singing his love, thrilled when
the girl tosses him a flower. When
she lets him know In some coquettish
way that she looks upon him with
favor he approaches her parents, or
the priest becomes his emissary. If
the parents agree, he may call at his
charmer's home, but always members

"

of the family are present. Little Brother
Rodolfo is poking around, or small
Sister Sofia, and perhaps los parlentes. |
Sometimes he walks .with his flance 1
in a neighboring park, or takes her
to the opera or theater, always re- j,
membering to buy extra tickets for a
members of her family who must
chaperon her. It Is an expAtsive ,

business.courtship in Mexico.
Not long ago 1 talked to Mexican c

girl singers sent to the United States 1

by their government to study for n

grand opera. I wondered how they '

enjoyed their new-found freedom. 5
how they liked running around New P
York alone, unchaperoned. free to
come and go as they pleased.
"Now that you have tasted free- 3

r

5

dom, do you believe girls should be 0

as secluded as they are in Mexico?"
1 asked, anticipating a different an- v

swer from the one I received. e

"The really good girl in Mexico 1
would not care to go out alone. As g
for others.well She shrugged
her shoulders significantly.
Perhaps Mexican women do enjoy a

tlieir prison-like existence. Perhaps
they fondly believe that, because their
men-folk guard them so carefully, |
they are more deeply cherished than
women of other countries. It remains "

that the upper-caste woman, as I have 11

said, is much of a social ornament. ®

expected to look as well as she cap,
°

obey her senor. And she appears to 8

be fairly satisfied. *'

The poorer women are drudges,
never knowing the feel of pretty
clothes, and are ignorant of the fun- c

damentals of cooking. And that is a "

great big vital fact. Two requisites J
there are to Mexican middle and
lower class regeneration.at least *

two. First, the ability to buy food; r*
second, ability to cook food. These 5[
are the rocks on which everything
must be built. Tortillas and frljoles °

could never support an Anglo-Saxon
civilisation. 11

a a * a .
11

rpODAT feminine "activity" in Mex- ci
ico is almost solely among women tl

of the middle classes. Neither the
women of the rich nor .the ignorant t<
poor are "active." The middle class tl
lias greater freedom than the others, fi
Us women are studying English. T
Some are taking positions across the a
border, in Texas and nearby states, as e<
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ONE of the busiest place in

Washington at 11 a.m. on

every weekday is the
Traffic Court presided ovff

y Judge John P. McMahon. If you
re at all interested in the study of
mankind and want to get a line on
ust how many people react under
ertain circumstances, wander down
o the building: at 6th and B streets
lorthwest and push your way
hrougrh dark corridors filled with
erspiring humanity and brow-mop-
ing policemen until you have inan-

ged to reach the third floor back.
The courtroom, presided ever by
udge McMahon. is partly filled with
enches. chairs for Jurymen and a

arge table. The room reminds one

f the office of a country justice of
he peace. It is inadequate, dimly
ighted and stuffy, and it is a wonterhow his honor maintains his
eenness of mind in the atmosphere
hat is damaged, putting: it mildly,
y the presence of so many humans,
orae of whom apparently have only
passing acquaintanceship with a

athtub.
The task that confronts Judge Mclahoneach day is one that would

iave tried that wise man of biblical
ays, Kolomon, and yet a vast maorityof speeders and police officers
leclare that the presiding officer is
ust and fair. Of course, there may
>e a kick now and then from some

raffle violator who has been fined
r from an officer whose "pinch1' has
eaten the case, but, in the main, all
re satisfied, and whatever rancor

he convicted speeder may feel, by
he time he has reached the sidevalkhe has regained a tranquil
rame of mind.

* * *

1/-HILE the number of arrests for
traffic violations amounts to

bout eighty each day. the majority
f those that have been conveyed to
he station houses forfeit their coleteralwithout appearing in court
nd they are permitted to do so if
he case ts not an unusually flagrant
me.
Monday morning is naturally the

ianner day of the week. Then the
ases on the calendar will number a

lundred or more. This is occasioned.
t course, by the fact that many
nore people go out for a spin on

laturday afternoon or Sunday than
n any other period during the week.
Those who have been arrested for
iolating traffic regulations may
lect as to whether they will be tried
>y a judge or a jury. A large masachers

of Spanish, stenographers
nd clerks.
Though Spanish customs prevailed
urlng the reign of Diaz and women

rere suppressed and repressed, under
ladero bars were raised considerably
nd middle-class women took advanageof this situation. Feminist oranlzatlonsbegan to spring up and
ontlnued under Carransa. They were
uppressed by Huerta during his brief
sgtme. Only time will tell how, unerObregon. women will fare.
Women of Mexico, even the most

Ivlllxed, still are Daughters of an

ge that preceded modern inventions,
'hey have none of the labor-saving,
lm»-saving appliances American
romsn have been using for years,
llectrtcity companies, when asked
ow many electric irons there are in
lexlco, how many electric stoves, how
any washing machines, hair curlers,
ishwashers and Ice boxes, name asantaklnslvlow hgurea
But what Interested me about Mexsanwomen waa not their future potlealstatue or how they will overtimehousekeeping- handicaps, but

lielr future social status.
What will the Obregon regime do
>ward bringing Mexican women Into
M light? How soon will .11 be be-
>re one may ask Don Juan where his
rlnldad may be found and hear him
y something else than his complaintmasterly. "At home, of course.*'
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jority of the alleged offenders pre-^'
fer to rest their cases with Jud'Te
McMahon. In fact, it is exceptional
for any one to ask for a jury trial.
Those who ask for jury trials as a

rule are persons charged with driving:an automobile while intoxicate 1.
Tou have not been a spectator in

the Traffic Court for more thai half
an hour when you realise lhat the
individual who dubbed it the "Alibi
Club" was a keen student of human
nature and one who particularly appreciatedthe fitness of things.

* * * *

qNE of the traffic officers said: "The
majority or people that we arrest j

can fully qualify as members of the
Ananias Club. The majority of them
insist that they were not going over

twelve miles an hour. Some spring
the one that they had left the baby
at home and had to hurry back becauseit was necessary for the youngsterto have its meal just at that particulartime. Some also make the
excuse that their brakes do not work
well. Just what relation brakes not
working well lias to do with going
over twenty miles an hour is somethingI could never quite dope out.
"Another alibi which a great many

of them throw is that they have just
purchased a new car and selected this
time to try it out. When you call
their attention to the fact that their
license numbers are several months
old and the paint looks as if it needs
a good scrubbing, they look sort of
sheepish and say that they did not
dream they were exceeding the speed
limit
"Women, as a rule, try to talk you

out of it and if I had fallen for some
of the vamping that has been tried
on me since I have been chasing the
speed maniacs my wife would have
left me months ago
"It really would be a great pleasure

to hear some one spring a new one. j
All of the old excuses have long;
white whiskers, and their shoulders
ate bent with age. I think that if
you will take notice of the number
of arrests that have been made, you
will find that it most forcefully emphasizesthe need of strict examinationand the rigid enforcement of
of the law. We police officers are not
so keen as some people think on

making arrests, but we are paid to
enforce the laws and enforce them
we must."

| Judge McMahon works a sort o?
double shift. He holds another court
on one of the lower floors In the
same building, finishing up there
about five minutes to eleven and then
going directly to the Traffic Court.
The prosecuting officers are Madigan
and Walsh, assistant corporation
counsel. Riohard Hughes acts as

bailiff.
As the name of each person told

to appear is called, Hughes pauses,
waiting for a reply, and If there Is
no response he repeats the name
three times in a clear voice, so that
there may be no occasion for any
one to put up the alibi that he did
not hear his name.

*> * * *
/-vFFICER VAUGHAN of No. 4 haa
^ been chasing speeders so long
that he knows every trick and
device that those law violators prac- tice,from the plea of sickness In
the family to that of the man whose
speedometer fails to register. One
Interesting case that Vaughan had
was that of a young man who was

hitting It' up at the rate of about
forty miles an hour and, when overhauled,gave the unique excuse that
he was on his way to get a package
of cigarettes. The next day Judge
McMahon Imposed a fine of $50, which,
plus the cost of the smokes, made
an important item.
Officer Vaughan, in relating some

of his experiences, said:
"Ninety per cent of the people don't

really think how fast they are golag,and when yon overhaul them
after they have been hitting It up

* - '. sT.' l':.gJ? i
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at a clip that far exceeds the speed
limit they will say they did not
think they were going that fast.
"I had an unusual one pulled on

me some time ago. This man's alibi
was that he was hurrying to get two
inen to go to work for him.
"Another chap that 1 was compelledto arrest gave the excuse that

he had a note to meet and was in a

hurry to get around to obtain the
money with which to take it up.
"A fellow pulled a hot one on me

a short time ago. when 1 asked him
to explain why he was bouncing
along at thirty to forty miles. His
/ rim olio /'L- Hoc f liot It a n-o g in » !

hurry to get his Maryland taga. We
happened to go by the place where
these tags are secured and we saw
that the line-up extended about three
blocks.
"Another fellow that 1 caught gave

as his excuse for violating the law
that he thought his front tire was

getting soft and he was beating it
for a service station to get it pumped
up. One that I grabbed down by
the bridge that crosses over from
Virginia stated that he had a load
of whisky on board and he was tryingto hurry up and get- it into
Washington before the police
grabbed him. He did not seem to
realise for the moment that 1 was

a policeman."

npHOSE arraigned are of various
types. You will see the professionalchauffeur, apparently bored

gnd blase. He it familiar with every
phase of court proceedings, and "is
probably making a mental bet as to
how much the judge will "soak" him.
If hi« offense is not a serious one
and hit face is not too familiar to
the court, he generally figures a five
or ten spot as the amount that he
is going to deposit in the District's
strong box. If the offense for whith
1>C 10 Limi gIU ID IIIU1C DCI IUUB! UI 11

he has been up but a ehort time before,his name probably will he
called thrice by Bailiff Hughes, but
to no avail. He has probably jumped
to another town or taken another
kind of a job for a month or so.
If the offender !s what is lenown as

"a sport" he has his hand on his
pocketbook ready to pay the fine, and
generally smilingly confesses that no
doubt the officer is right, and he is
extremely sorry that he has violated
the law. taking this attitude so as
not to ruffle the temper of the judge
or jury. He prefers to take the line
of least resistance when hia pocketbookla filled with sufficient money
to pay his tine.
Often the! ndignant cltisen on his

first arrest, who has been brought to
court on a charge of violating the
traffic rules, bristles all up, and
whispers excitedly In his counselor's
ear. This kind of offender usually
hires a lawyer and conducts himself
In such a manner as to emphasise
the fact that this is his first appearanceIn court and that he is just
morally certain that he has been
picked out by some policeman who,
he Just knows, has a grudge against
him, but for just exactly what rea-
son ne cannot say.
Then comes the dimpled darling

"who approaches the legal bar with
a confident smile, and when the policemanstates that the clock on his
motor cycle shows that the fair one

in her snappy roadster was hitting
a clip between forty and fifty, looks
at the copper with a hurt expression,
and when she takea the stand to
refftte the officer's statement, she
meekly drops her eyes so that her
curling lashes, sweeping her cheeks,
may add to the picture of Injured
innocence. If she succeeds in foolingthe judge, a very unlikely happening,she leaves the court demurely,but, as a rule, stops at the
door and gives a pitying smile to
the officer, as if to say. "You poor
fish, you pinched me but you can
never make it stick as long as I
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have my good looks!'*
The acquittal of this kind of offenderdoes not come from Judge

McMahon. The vam pish ladies can

only beat the game when twelve
men, all of whom have been sworn
to do their duty, occupy seats in the
jury box.

* * * *

JUDGK McMAHON is a quiet sort of
person, one of those that give

the impression of great reserve
strength. His eyes are keen, his Jmw
is firm, but his greatest asset is a

quick, analytical brain, and the #
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3ri uiai guru up unuio uic JUURandthinks that he can "put it over"
should revise his mental attitude
The judge has a habit of aslllng one

or two seemingly harmless questions
and then letting the person in the
witness stand tell his own story.
After the narrative is finished, the
judge picks up the thread of thought
and asks a couple more questions,
which generally result in the entire
trutli being told.
He is the kind of man that you

would hate to have as district attorneywhen you were charged with
a serious crime. He is fair and
gives the accused every chancp that
is within the law, but he has an almostuncanny faculty of getting at
the meat of the situation before the
person in the witness box realizes
just what he is doing.
There are many odd types to be

seen in this court. One who was
noticed the other day had the face
of a cherub. He simply exuded goodness.but when the case was finished
you realized that he was anything
but an angel. Another young chap #
who had been arrested for trying
to emulate some of the world s greatestspeed artists appeared in court ^

with hair so slick that he reminded
you of a varnish advertisement. He
was glib of tongue, but when the 6
scales of Justice measured the testimony.both for and against him. the
young man paid a substantial fine.

It is said that women, as a rule,
are far more honest on the witness
stand than men. There was a qualifyingclause, however, by the officer
who made the remark that he was

not certain as to whether women
were more truthful because of a desireto be honest or that they were

frightened by being put under oath.
* * * *

pHE amount of bail demanded at

the police atationa rangon from $2
to $300 cash, or a $300 bond. The
larger figures represent the amount
that it is necessary to deposit when
charged with being intoxicated while
driving. Many of the "soused" drivers
pay flhes of $100 or get sixty days in
jail, and if the offense is repeated ^
they are likely to serve a term In
jail. JWith the great number of motor *

cars on the streets of Washington today,it is far more necessary than It
was a few years ago that traffic '

regulations be strictly enforced, and
numerous police officers are of the
opinion that it would be an excellent
idea to have the traffic police force
all housed in one building and detailedfrom that point to different
sections of the city.
The next time you get in your car
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the starter and remember that you
may draw a fine of HO. or It may be
more. You may get away with speedingor violating some other regulation
a dozen times, but If you breal: the
law they are going to get you sooner
or later.

That's All, and Enough.
Harold.Would you run away and

get married with me. Maggie? J
Margie.Impossible! J
Harold.Why?
Margie.Oh. lust circumstances.
Harold.What are they, my dear?
Margie.Yours, Harold, dear.

,
- »

i"1


